Personal Achievement

been written by no one else. This is no question of their merit.
It is only a matter of special equipment and training. Criticism
has been levelled at me for choosing the subjects that appealed
to me, instead of setting my hand to an ungrateful task. I have
been accused of not having suffered, or taken serious pains in
my labour, though four books, in particular, each of which took
me two, or two and a half, years to write, I hold to be ample
refutation of this charge. Perhaps, in view of that, I may be
absolved from the offence of not having worked. My aim has
been to perfect an instrument for my hands that could accom-
plish tasks of a delicacy, or a swiftness of execution, that are not
usually to be found in books. The creation of a personal world
of choice has engrossed all my efforts since I was old enough to
know my own direction. The four cardinal points of that, the
North and South, and East and West of it, were fixed or set for
me, long ago. I have indicated, but in the matter of prose, not
poetry, the first subject which attracted my attention. For my
next theme I turned inwards and upon myself. A particular world
was created, or projected, that existed only within the imagina-
tion. It took two years of my life for this to be achieved. And
again, for two years and more, rejecting all that was light and
Italian, I worked upon a Northern or Gothic subject. Three or
four years were wasted in disappointment, and in writing poems,
and once more having the strength and resolution, the shades of
the Quick and the Dead invited me, and I lived among them.
Now, having done that, and in two years written twelve books
more, I address myself to this. For my creation has grown with
me. It is now a world of living persons. There is flesh and blood
within these pages. One is a living being and must be allowed
those personal obsessions that work more strongly upon the
heart than any feat of learning.

Of such were the Ursari. They led on to the Kelipen, to the
feast of the Wandering Sinte. That ghostly fanfare from the old
barracks of Granada, the Castillo di Bibataubin, took us in the
same mood, to little Benvenuto, that most unusual of pheno-
mena, a phantasm of the living. We have to call him that because
his possibility is omnipresent. He is the ghost, or symbol, of
someone kept wandering for ever outside the walls of paradise,
the fault being wrong education. He is the symbol of the world
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